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basin into which water bubbled up through a pipe from
a spring. As we sat in the pavilion, having coffee, six or
eight Bedouin women with camels entered the courtyard.
Two of the women came and stood in front of the pa-
vilion. Ali, the elder brother, went out to speak to them,
and they knelt and kissed his hands. Then they returned
to the fountain and filled a number of goatskins with
water, loaded them on the camels, and went away. An
hour later a Druse peasant—a stranger—riding a donkey
and leading one camel, came and sat with us and had
coffee. His camel was piled high with empty five-gallon
gasoline-tins. He subsequently filled them at the foun-
tain and departed. Yet I saw no persons from the vil-
lage taking water from the fountain. Ali explained to
me with what seemed a mixture of exasperation and pride:
"It is my brother, Sultan, you know. Since most of our
wells are dry in the Mountain this summer, he has spread
word that all nomads and travelers, and all Druses who
come from other villages where there is no water, may
take freely from this spring, while we, of his own family
and village, must use water brought by caravan from an-
other well, hard of access and four days' journey distant."
Sultan Pasha came later to the pavilion and greeted us
gravely, apologizing for the humbleness of the entertain-
ment. He said: "Forgive me that I was not present on
your arrival. I was praying for the peace that the Druses
have never known, that we have never had for a thousand
years, and that some day must be sent. But I fear it will
not be now."
When I asked him about the alleged tyranny of the
French, with which the other Druses had begun to fill
my ears, he answered only: "They could do nothing if it

